APTER             NINE
I Dine with History
HE army lorry dropped me at Quatro Gamines,
X from there I took a tram to near the Retiro and
walked up towards the War Ministry. life seemed
normal enough. Trams ran to and fro, respectably-
dressed citizens, office workers on an indefinite holi-
day, strolled through the streets, Well-dressed women
with shopping baskets on their arms gazed at the
shops as they passed, their children would look into
the toy-shop windows already dressed tor Christmas.
Dolls in militia uniform seemed popular, with than
were tanks and cannons surrounded by little lead sol-
diers. As I watched I heard that drone I had come to
dread Above in the sky were nine bombers in
perfect formation* The people looked up in curiosity.
"Sonksnuestros! SonksnuesirosP9 (They're ours!
They're ours!) shouted a milimtnan, the people
stood in admiration, I had my doubts, remembered
a deserving nephew, and went into the toy-shop. Hie
first bomb landed a few yards away, I heard its warn-
ing scream and threw myself on the floor scattering
a model farmyard as I did so.  A shower of glass